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(a) SOMMI DEI 


(Aria di Polisena, ‘‘Radamisto” 1720) 
G. F. Handel—Arr. by Frank Bibb 


Gods all pow’rful! 
, Gods all pow’rful! 
Who from Heaven 
Behold my anguish; 
Ah! Restore my heart! 
—English version by Dr. Th. Baker. 


(b) OR CH’IO NON SEGUE PIU 
(Canzonetta) 


Raffaelio Rontani (15....-16....) 
‘Arr. by Floridia 


Now that I seek no more 

My pitiless love 

I do not feel my pain 

And my heart, that suffered so much 
Now is gay, very gay. 

Living in the joy of freedom, 
Now is gay, very gay. 

Now that I do not see any more 
That alluring image 

I am no more prisoner! 

And my heart that suffered, etc. 


Now that I do not hear any more 

Those insincere sighs 

I cannot die! 

And my heart that suffered, etc. 
—English version, Charles F. Manney. 


(c) “COLPITO QUI M’AVETEI” 


From Andrea Ceo =U mere Giordane 
Mr. Johnson 


Your scorn hath touched me here, 

Where jealously are guarded 

All the secrets of the soul inviolate. 

You shall know, now, fair maiden, 

What a poem lies in that little word “‘love,’”’ 
By you thus derided! 

I gaz’d o’er.the blue expanse of heav’n un- 
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I try to fill my soul with 

To plunder her sweet smile with eaece 

To drink her dark glances with my eyes. 

Ah, but where is it? 

Who can strain the blue from the sky? 

I try to grasp the beauty—it eludes me, leav- 
ing only the body in my hands. 

Baffled and weary, I come back. 


How can the body touch the flower, which only 


the spirit may touch—the spirit? 
—Tagore. 


(b) TALLY-HO 
Raydon—Franco Leoni 


There’s the noise of galloping over the hill, 
And the huntsman’s horn rings merry and shrill, 
See, here they come with a ‘“‘View halloo!’’ 
. Hounds and horses and huntsmen too, 
Galloping, galloping by. 

The horses trample, the hounds they bay, 

The rider’s ccats are scarlet and gay: 

“Ho there, youngster,’ the huntsmen cry, 
“Say, have you seen the fox go by?”’ 
Galloping, galloping bv. 


I look as stupid as I can be, 

And never a word do they get from me; 
Until in anger they shake the rein, 

And start the rollicking hunt again, 
Galloping, galloping by. 
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O’er fields with violets enamell’d; 

The world around, above me, 

In glimm’ring golden glory was shrouded; 

The spacious earth seem’d as one mighty gem 

Enclosed within her casket, the boundless 
heaven! . 

Softly from earth, to me as a greeting, 

There floated upon the wanton breezes a 
caress! 

Then in a transport, I cried: 

Ah! I love thee, my country. 

Divine in all thy beauty, or land, mine own! 


By love inspired I sought to pray; 

Swiftly thro’ a church door then I pass’d; 
A priest collected offerings for the Virgin, 
By all the faithful given, yet never heeded 
Nor heard its piteous pleading 

Of one poor aged beggar, 

With hands held out in vain! 


And then a workman’s hut I enter’d, 

Where one in desperation loudly curs’d his 
country ; 

He curs’d his rich employers; 

To God above in fury, 

And unto men he hurl’d them, 

His children’s bitter tears! 

Ah! ye pampered patricians, 

How do ye right all this wrong? 

’*Twas in your eyes alone, 

Oh, lovely maiden, that gentle pity seem’d to 


dwell, 

And so I turn’d to you, as to an angel fair, 
and said: 

“Love from out those beauteous eyes is shin- 
ing tye 


But when, as in scorn, you addressed me, 
*"Twas then that my heart by euict anew was 
shaken! 


Believe me, beauteous maiden— 

The word of a poet, oh, despise not! 

Oh! hearken! Naught do you know of love! 
Hear me. Love is divine. 

Spare it your scorn! 

The flame that lights the universe, 


Wearily panting, worn and spent, 
Would I be telling the way he went, 
Galloping, galloping,—No, not I. 


(c) THE SWAN BENT LOW 
Edward MacDowell 


The Swan bent low to the Lily, 

_  ’?Mid wav’ring shadows green, 
And the songs he murmur’d softly, 

Know’st thou what they mean? 


I could tell thee truly, 
h, I may not dare, 
Look in my eyes and tell me, 
What said the Lily fair? 


(d) LOVE WENT A-RIDING 


Words by Mary E. Coleridge—Frank Bridge 
Love went a-riding, 

Love went a-riding over the earth, 

On Pegassus he rode. 


The flowers before him sprang to birth, 

And the frozen rivers flowed. 

Then all the youths and the maidens cried, 
.“Stay here with us,’ 

“Stay here with us, ‘King of Kings’.”’ 

But Love said, “No! for op horse I ride has 
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(a) AUTOMNE 
(Autumn) 


_Silvestre—Gabriel Faure 
Autumn, with leaden skies 
And gloomy horizon 
With swift setting sun 
And pale hued dawn, 

I see thy melancholy days, 
Pass by, as water in a rain. 


On the wings of regret 
My thoughts transported— 
As though it were Possible 
To bring back one’s youth, 
They take me in dreams 
To the enchanted spot 


When, long ago—I passed happy days. 


I, see, in the clear light 

Of conquering memories 

The Rose of yesteryear 
Blooming again, 

And tears come to my eyes— 
Tears of long forgotten days. 


—Translated by Hubert Linscott. 


(b) LE PASSANT 


(The Passerby) 
Georges Hue 


Sweet cousin, I am going on a journey 
And I will pass by your house, 

I am going to Rouen and then to Havre 
If the weather be propitious. 


The rising sun throws its light 

On the highway and into the valley. 

But you are still sleeping 

With your little white cap 

On your golden hair. Sleep. 

The wind is keen as the wind of winter 
You must not be awakened so early 


To clink glasses with me 
And drink a bit of fine Bordeaux. 


(a) <: MARY OF ARGYLE 


Charles Jeffreys—Arr. by Frank St. Leger 


I have heard the mavis singing 
His love-song to the morn; 

I have seen the dew-drop clinging 
To the rose just newly born; 

But a sweeter song has cheer’d me 
At the ev’ning’s gentle close; 

And I’ve seen an eye still brighter 
Than the dew-drop on the rose; 
’"Twas thy voice, my gentle Mary, 
And thine artless winning smile, 

- That made this world an Eden, 
Bonny Mary of Argyle! 


Tho’ thy voice may lose its sweetness, 
And thine eye its brightness, too; 
Tho’ thy. step may lack its fleetness, 
And thy hair its sunny hue; 

Still to me wilt thou be dearer 
Than all the world shall own; 

I have loved thee for thy beauty, 

But not for that alone; 

I have watch’d thy heart, dear Mary, 
And its goodness was the wile 

That has made thee mine forever, 
Bonny Mary of Argyle! 


I go to see the city of twenty churches 
Whose slender bell turrets 

Pierce the skies with their. airy forms 
Among the towers and roofs, 

But you—you sleep. 


Tonight when I return 

I will come to you 

If your windows are lighted; 

We will chat a bit, my cousin, 

And you, perhaps, will smile on me. 
—Translated by Hubert Linscott. 


(c) ARIA—“‘LA FLEUR QUE TU M’AVAIS 
JETEE”’ 
(Carmen) 
Georges Bizet 


Flower Song 


This flow’r you gave, to me, degraded 
Mid prison walls, I’ve kept the faded, 
Tho withered quite, the tender bloom, 
Doth yet retain its sweet perfume. 


Night and day in Darkness abiding, 
I, the truth, Carmen am confiding, 
Its loved odor did I inhale 

And wildly called thee without avail. 


My love itself I cursed and hated, 
And moaning, alas! I repeated, 
By what dark law that fatal day, 
Saw I her form cursing my way. 


Then alone myself I detested, 

And naught else this heart interested, 
Naught else it felt but one desire, 

One sole desire did it retain, 

Carmen, beloved, to see thee once again. 


Show but thyself with love’s impression, 
One single look, love, upon me cast, 
And of my heart take full possession, 
O Carmen mine, 
Here as thy slave, love binds \me fast, 
Carmen, I love thee. } 
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(b) THE WEAVER’ S DAUGHTER 
Ulster Ballad—County Donegal 


Arr. Herbert Hughes 


It was on a charming fine summer’s weather, 
When every flower brought a pleasant scene, 
When my love he came with his hat and feather 
Unto the town of sweet Noreen. 

It’s “Modest Nancy, oblige my fancy, 

And I’ll buy you a bright chain of gold.” 


I would not spoil my good reputation 

For all the gold you have in store, 

For they are but heartless that e’er would ven- 
ture 


_ To fix their minds on gold I’m sure. 


Oh! she is my fancy, her name is Nancy, 
The weaver’s daughter of sweet Noreen. 


(c) LASSIE O’MINE 
_(Fred.G. Bowles)—Edward Walt 


I love a lassie as fair as can be, 

And she dwells where the blue-bells grow, 
Far in old Scotland across the deep sea 
Where the heather is all aglow. 
Sometimes dreaming here alone, 

Mem’ry makes her heart my own. 

And I hear her calling sweet and low, 
For I know that she loves me so! 


Far o’er the mountains one day I shall saint 
For it’s there that my heart would be 
Blue-bell and heather are calling me home, 

To the lassie who longs for me. 

Day is dying, night is near. 

Only one sweet voice I hear. 

And I soon shail wander o’er the hill 

To the lassie who loves me still. 








(d) JUST THAT ONE HOUR 
Vernon Eville 


Geetahere there is.a garden 
Where roses drink the dew, 
And in that fairy Arden 
I linger’d once with you; 
My heart is sad with longing 
For that which cannot be, 
When mem’ry, backward turning, 
Recalls that hour to me. 


Just that one hour in Paradise, 
That one last hour with you! 

Sometimes I seem as in a dream 
To live it all anew. 

To me the years bring only tears 
And all my pray’rs are vain, 

But I would give the world to live 
Just that one hour again. 


Always when night is falling 
And ev’ning shadows grow, 
My heart to yours is calling, 
But you will never know. 
Tho years bring joy or sorrow, 
Tho days may die or dawn, 
For me there’s no tomorrow 
Since that one hour is gone. 


‘VEStl LA’ GlUBBA’? 
(Pagliacci) 
R. Leoncavallo 


To act, with my heart maddened with sorrow! 


















I Love You More 
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If Harlequin thy Columbine has stolen, 
I know not what I’m saying or what I’m doing. Laugh, Pagliacci! The world will cry “Bravo!” 
Yet I must face it. Courage, my heart! Go hide with laughter thy tears and thy sor- 
Thou art not a man; thou’rt but a jester! . row, 
Cn with the motley, the paint and the powder, Sing and be merry, playing thy part. 
The people pay thee, and want their laugh, you Laugh, Pagliacci for the love that is ended. 
know. v Laugh for the sorrow that is eating thy heart. 
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